Faint, from five thousand fwt down.
Rises the roar of the snow-swollen torrent:

And above are the steely peaks,

Here in mid-1 leaven,

With the Hanks of the mountains steeply falling below,

And the snow dost1 above,

We may rest for a moment and know.

We may know the heart of it all,

Peel through it all the beat of I he. life divine,

Thrill with the* knowledge of God

In the beauty and splendour of mountain-dawn.

We may ache, a little as Ik*, too aches,

With desire that empty and broken and joyless lives,

In all His world,

May be free, may rejoice, and may know.

BROAD and strong Hows the river to the sea:
A week ago there was nought but sand and glare in

her mighty bed.

With a thin little brook in the midst, daily shrinking
away.

But the Rains came in their might;

For a thousand miles every hill, rejoicing in freshness and

leafage,
Sent down to the river its numberless streams,
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